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To th PLAIN DEALER. 


NHERE are none of your Effays, 
which more intitle you to my 
Efteem, than thofe, which you 
have been infpir’d with, by the 
moft generous, and gentle, Paf- 
fion, that, acts on, and adorns, 
Humanity. —-—— I need not tell you, after 
this, that the Paflion, I mean, is Love. ———— 
You have confefs’d yourfelf a Lover; and, if 
you had not, I fhould have guefsd it, by the 
Warmth, and Spirit, of your Sentiments, 
when you attempt any thing, on that Subject. 
——A Warmth, and Spirit, Mr. Plain Dealer, 
which agree fo ill, with your Grand Climaéte- 
rick, that (if it were not for the zmplicite Reve- 
rence, with which I conclude myfelf miftaken, 
when you affert, what I find dificult to beheve) 
I fhould fuppofe your Age, as chimerical, as 
your Sitzation; and no more look for you, 
among the O/d, than upon the Watch-Tower ot 
Barbican. . 

But, let thet pafs: No matter, whether you 
are Old, or no, fince I will admit, that you are 
Venerable. —-_——I reverence you, for that Re- 
verence, with which you fpeak of Love, and 
the Ladies. The light World, Mr. Plain Dealer, 
have no Tafte for the refined Ideas, which al- 
moft deify this facred Paflion. But, let me pe- 
rifh, if I would exchange the Ezjoyment of my 
Miftrefss Soul, fot the moft unbounded Pro- 
perty, in her angelick Body. The Bleifing is 
fulleft, Uconiefs, when both thefe go together : 
But the Fir/t, without the Leff, can give me 
Tendernefs, Endearment, and the Delight of 
fweet Refefion; whereas the Laff, without the 
Firft, would (in fpite of all its Tranfports) car- 
ry with it an unfatisfying, and reluctant, Void 
of Thought, which would rob it, of its fixeft 
Relihh: For who. would. dare to think, at all, 
when (if he thinks) he muft be fenfible, that he 
if’ receiving, from an uxconfenting Heart, the 
laft, and deareft, Ob’igation, which can {pring 
from Love, and Gratitade ? 

The Co/d, and Grave, perhaps, may. think, 
That. there is Levity in Loving, to fuch fweet 
Excefs, as I do: I, too, once, thought, 
as they think! — But Time, and the re- 
member’d Converfe of a Woman, fofter, than 
the Firf? Ideas of her Sex’s Innocence! and 
wifer, and more folid, than their daft Refledtions, 
whep they /eave a World that flatter’d them! 
have tanght me, that there is no Joy on Earth, 
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fo real, and fo /a/ting, as the Union of a Soul, 
fo charm’d, as mine is,.with the Soul; that has 
fo charin’d it! —— Abjence, Mr. Plan Déaler, 
and a Thonfand Obftacles, I dare not name, 
have interpofed their cruel Influence: And I 
have, almoft, Caufe to fear, my» Tendernefs, 
and Conftancy, are doubted, even by the lovely 
Olbje of them: And, yet, I never pafs a Mo- 
ment, which takes not its Pain, or Pleafure, 
chiefly, from the Part, Her ever-prefent Image 
bears, in the Occafion. The Memory of Her 
dear Intereft in me, gives Spirit to my Hope, 
Mitigation to my Sorrow, and Moderation to 
my Anger. If 1 fear, it is for Her: And, if 
I wifh, it isto make Her happy. She allevi- 
ates all my Cares; and, yet, fhe guickens, and 
increafes them! She is my Bzfinefs, when I 
have Leifure, and my Leifure, when I am in 
the midit ot Bufinefs. She is the Paradox, and 
Riddle, of my Lite! I have the Misfortune to 
live, abfent trom her, yet is fhe never out of 
my Company! 1 am not-—— muft not——cannot 
be Her’s ; and yet, am only Her’s, for Ever! 

I remember, when, I had the Blefling of fee- 
ing her oft’ner, I once painted. my Soul’s full 
Meaning, in the following Copy of Verfes to 
her, or fomething, not much unlike them.——- 
Be fo good, as to infert them; fhe, fometimes, 
fees your Paper, and they may awaken the Re- 
membrance of a Paflion, fhe, perhaps, relaxes 
from. —~—— T hope, Her Soul does Juffice to 
the Impreflion, which, mine glows with: But, 
let Her Thoughts of Me, be kind, or lefs par- 
tia/, than they have been, I muft never ex 
the Power, witich, I am fure, I thall never wi 
for, of redeeming myfelf from that fwéet Cap- 
tivity, in which Her Image holds the Heart of, 


§ I R, 
Her faithful Lover, 


And Your Servant, 





CONSTANTINS. 


To the Lovely Bettanora. 


SWEET Enflaver! can you tell, 
E’er I learnt to love, fo well, 
How my wifhlefs Hours ceuld move, 
All unbufied, by my Love ? 
"Ts Amazement, now, to me, 
What could, then, a Pleafure be! 
Bur, fince You {mil'd, new Senfe to give, 
From that fweet Hour, 1 feel, I live. 


Ob! 
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Ob! what Fires bis Bofom warm, 

. Whom Soul, and Body, join, to charm! 
Endle{s Tranfports, dance along, 
Nobiy foft ! or fweetly ftrong ! 
Flaming Fancy, cool Reflection ; 
Fierce Defire, and awd Subjettion: 
Aking Hope; ~-~— and Fear increafing ; 
Struggling Paffions, never ceafing : 
Wifhing, trembling, Soul-adoring ; 
Ever-bleft, and flill imploring! 


Tell the Cold, the Dull, the Tame, 
(Who thefe dear Diforders blame) 
Tell ’em, That in Honour’s Race, 
Charm d by fome fuch Heav’nly Face, 
Lovers, fill, the foremoft, ran: 
Love's a Second Soul to Man! 


Eafe is languid, low, and bafe ; 
Love excites an active Chace : 
Glory, Wealth, Ambitidn, Wit ; 
Thoughts! for boundlefs Empire fit ! 
All, at Love’s Approach, are fird; 
Ever bent, and never tird. 
He, who feels not Love's fweet Pain, 
Lives at Eafe——but lives, in vain. 


Little dream you, what is due, 
Angel Form! to Love, and You! 
Tas from You, I Joy poffefs ; 
°Tés by You, my Griet grows lefs. 
Sadly penfive, when, alone, 

] the Shades of Life bemoan; 

If fome Voice, your Name impart, 
Care lies lighten’d at my Heart : 
Ev'ry Woe difarms its Sting ; 

And ev'ry ftarting Hope takes Wing ! 


When my Fancy brings to View, 
Works, which Wealth, or Power, could do; 
All my fpurr’d Excitements wake ; 
And Fortune charms me, for your Sake: 
Oh! I cry, *twere Heav’n poflefs’d, 
To make ber Great, who makes me Blefs’d! 


Ia the Morning, when I rife, 
If the Sunfhine Pitre my Eyes ; 
All, tbat pleafes, im its View, 

Is my Hope, “twill fhew me Y ov. 


When the fable Sweep of Night, 
Drowns Diftin&tion from my Sight, 
I no inward Darkaefs find ; 

You are Day-light, to my Mind. 


All my Dreams, are Lives of Joy, 
Which, in waking, I deftroy: 
You, @ Slave to Caftom made, 
Are of empty Forms afraid; 
But your bappier Image, free 
From fantaftick Tyranny, 
Independent, Rind, and wife, 
Shuns Reftraint, and knows no Ties. 
Ob! the dear, delightful, Pain! 
Who, that fleeps, thus, wou/d wake again ? 


It is lucky, for this pleafant Spark, that his 
Poetry is more agreeable to me, than his Pzr- 
pofe ; An extraordinary U/e, truly, he 
has found out, to put the Gravity of the P/aiz 
Dealer to! If it were not fome Comfort, that he 
appears to think, like a modeft Lever, I fhould 
have been out of all Patience, to have had my 
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Sobriety fo artfully made a ffa/king Horfe to the 
amorous Plots ot thefe young Fellows, and their 
Sweethearts, who tell one another their Minds, 
under Pretence of writing to the Plain Dealer! 
But, as it is, I'torgive the Stratagem, merely 
for the fake of the Poetry; which, I own, Fam 
pleas’d with, becaufe it is watura/, and teems 
to have flow’d from the Heart, which is a 
warmer Infpirer, than Hedtcon. 


To the Author of the PLAIN DEALER. 


SIR, 


HERE is a converted Few, baptized in Loz- 
don, in the Year 1686, in St. Clement’s 
Danes Charch, by the Reverend Dr- Hafcard, 


~ then Reétor and Dean of Windfor, to whom the. 


Right Reverend Dr. Henry Compton, then Bifhop 
of London, flood Godfather: He is a moft affe- 
Etionate Subject to the Church and Govern- 
ment of England, and has been a Citizen of 
London, of the Drapers Company, ever fince 
1701; he was likewife a fubftantial Houfe- 
keeper, for above Twenty Years, as will ap- 
pear by unqueftionable Certificates of his con- 
{tant good Behaviour, ever fince his Converfion, 
from Perfons of the beft Character; but by 
Loffes and Misfortunes, he is reduced to the 
laft Extremities in his advanced Age, and deep- 
ly afflicted with other Calamities, after having 
facrificed a comfortable Subfiftance, and a con- 
fiderable Fortune, for the common Caufe of 
Chriftianity. As this unhappy Objed is deli- 
vered up, even to the Condition of perifhing, 
he being reduced to be worfe than Nothing; 
therefore all good and pious Perfons, are moft 
earneftly defired, to have Compaffion on him, 
and their Charity will be received with the 
utmoft Gratitude. 

This Convert may be heard of at-Mr. Knap- 
lock’s, a Bookfeller, in St. Paul's Church-Yard ; 
at Mr. Isbell’s, a Grocer, near Holbourn-Bars; 
at Mr. Prude’s, an Apothecary, at the Corner. 
Houfe, by the New-Church, in the Strand ; and 
at Mr. Feefey’s, a Sword-Cutler, in Pal-Mall, 
near the Hay-Market; where full Satisfaction 
may be had in the above-mentioned Particulars. 
Pray favour us with the inferting this Account 
in your Paper, and you will greatly oblige, 


SIR, 


Your Readers and Friends, 


J.B. T.M. 





ADVERTISEMENTS. 


This Day is Publifhed, | 
The Third Edition of the NoRTHERN-STAR. -A Poem 


Sa-:ed to the Name and Memory, of the immortal Czar 
of Russia. 


This Day is Publifeed, 

Printed on Royal Paper, in Quarto, collated 

and corre@ed from the former Editions, by Dr. SEWELL, 
The Seventh Volume (which compleats the whole) of the 
WORES of Mr W. SYAKESPFAR, containing, 
Venus and Aponis, 2 § And Mr. Shakefpear’s : 
Tarquin andLucresce,$ ¢ Miscerrany Poems. 
To which is prefixed, An Eflay on the Art, Rife and Pro- 
grefs of the Stage, in Greece, Rome, and England; and a 
Gi-ffery ot the Olf Words ufed in his Works. Printedwfor 
A. Bettefmorth, F. Fayran, W Mears, 7. Pemberton, --7. 
Hooke, C. Revington, F. Clay, F. Batt'ey, and E. Symon, 





Printed for J. Rowers, in Warwick Lone. Where Comp'ete Setts may be bad. 





